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Banford Quest, master erlminologlst o

the world, finda that In bringing to justict

Macdougal, the murderer of rd Ash-

s contalning notes, slgned by u pair of arm.

+ her on to his horse. Then he turned
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'Nmnlhﬁl from the motion picture drama of the sam
niversal Filnuuu’ Compan; 1

name produced by the
ny. lliu_ﬂrgled:!lh ”

lelgh's doughter, he has but just hegur
o life-and-death struggle with ‘n mysterl
ous master ceriminal. In a hidden hut ir
FProfessor Ashlelgh's garden he has seer
an ape skeleton and a living creature
half monkey, half man, destroyed by fire
In Lils rooms have appenred black boxet

less hands, Laura and Lenora, his assist.
ants, suspeot Cralg, the professor's serv.
ant, of & double murder. The black boxes
continue to appear In uncanny fashion
Cralg Ie_trapped, but escapes to England
where Quest, Lenora and the professor
follow him. Lord Ashleigh Is murderec
by the Hands, Cralg captured, FRCAPOE
to Port Bald. Quest and his party follow
and beyond fnto the desert, They nre
captured Fy 2{ongars, escape with Craig
a8 thelr captive and turn him over to In.
spector Fronch in S8an Francisco, He es.
"ti-le from French 4n o train wreck and s
ﬁlm.wd by the party across the Mexlcan
ne,

THIRTEENTH INSTALLMENT
TONGUES OF FLAME.

CHAPTER XXVilI.

From the shadows of the trees on
the farther side of the river, Cralg
with strained eyes watched Quest's
struggle. He saw him reach Lenora,
watched him struggle to the bank
with her; waitad until he had lifted

slowly argund @ind faced the one coun-
try In thé world where freedom was
still possifije‘for him. He looked into
the wall oftdarkness, penetrated only
at one spot‘by a litile blaze of light.
Siowly, withy his a=n through he
bridlé of his liorge, he limped towards
it 'As he drew, nearer and discovered
its source, kS Hesitated. The light
came through the uncurtained win-
dows of a saloon, three long, yellow
shafts illuminafing the stunted
shrubs and sandy places. Craig kept
in the shadow beétween them and
drew a little nearer. From inside he
could hear the thumping of a worn
piano, the twanging “of a guitar, the
rattle of glasses, the uproarious shout-
ing of men, the ehrHl laughter of
women., The tired men-and the lame
horae stole reluctantly 2 little nearer,
Craig listened once more wearily. It
was home he longed fef g0 much—
and rest. The very thought of the
plege slckened him. Evediawhen he
reached the door, he hesitated and in-
stead of entering stood back lﬁm;nt
the shadows. iIf only he cohid find
any other sort of shelter! Y
Inslde, the scene was ne
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common and those of the company
who noticed at all, merely laughed at
the girl's futile struggles. Jose's arm
was already ralsed with the knife in
his hand, when a sudden blow brought
a yell of pain to his lips. The knife
fell clattering to,the floor. He sprang
up, his eyes red with fury. A man
had entered the door from behind
and was standing within a few feet
of him, a man with long, pale face,
dark eyes, travelstained, and with the
air of a fugitive. A flood of incoherapnt
abuse streamed from Jose's lips. He
stooped for the knife. Marta threw
herself upon him. The two cowhoys
who had been dancing suddenly inter-
vened. The girl screamed,

“It was Josc's eried.
“Jose was mad. He would have killed
me!’

Craig faced them all with sudden
courage.

“As I came (n,” he explained,
“that man had his knife rained to stab
the girl. You don’t allow that sort
of thing, do you, hera?"

The two cowhoys linked their arms
through Jose's and led him off toward
the door.

“The stranger's right, Jose,” one of

- them insisted. You can't carve a girl

up in company.”

The girl clutched at Cralg's arm.

“8it down here, please,” she begged.
“Walt."

She disappeared for a moment and
came back with a glass full of wine,
which she set down on the table.

“Drink this,” she invited. “And
thank you for gaving mea.”

Cralg emptied the glass eagerly.

“I jast happened to be the first to
gee him,"' he sald. “They aren't quite
wild enough to allow that here, are
they?” ]

“Quien sabe? The girls do not like
me! The men do not care,” she de-
clared. “Jose took me by surprise,
though, or ( woulid have killed him.
But who are you, and where did you
come from?"

“l have just crossed the border,'he
replied.

8he nodded understandingly.

“Were they after you?”

“Yes! with a warrant for my ar
I‘Gﬂ!"

Bhe patted his hand.

“You are safe now,” she whispered.
+“We care that much, for.s. Upjted
States warrant,” and she snapped her
slim fingers. “You shall stay with us
for a time. We will take care of you.”
He sighed wearily.

B
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-and sits upon

fa lght and gayely. You are safe
here, whatever your troubles may have
been. You say that you have money,
and if you are lonely,” she added
dropping her volce, “you need not EC
‘alone."

He patted her hand affectlonately
but there was something a little forced
about the action.

“Child,” he said, “it s g0 hard to
make You understand. I might lose
mysc'l ‘or a few minutes, it Is true,
over yunder. Perhaps, even,” he add
ed, “you might help me to forget, And
then there would be the awakening,
That is always the same. Sometimes
at night 1 slesp, and when 1 sleep 1
rest, and when my eyes are opened in
the morning the welght comes back
my heart, and the
atrength seems to pass from my
limbs and the will from my brain.”

Her eyes were soft and her volce
shook a little ag she leaned towards
him. Something in his helplessness
had kindled the protective spirit in
her.

“Has life been so terrible for vou?”
she whispered. “Have you left be-
hind—but no! you never could have
been really wicked. You are not very
old, are you? Why do you not stand
up and be a man? If you have done
wrong, then very likely people have
done wrong things to you, Why shouid
you brood over these memories?
Why— What are you looking at? Who
are these people?”

The professor, with Quest and Long
Jim, suddenly appeared round the cor-
ner of the building, They walked
towards Cralg. He shrank back in his
place.

“If'these are your enemies,” the girl
cried, fiercely. “remember that they
cannot touch you here. I'll have the
bove out in a minute, If they dare to
try it

Craig struggled to his feet. He made
no answer. Hls eyes were fixed upon
the professor's. The girl passed her
arm through his and dragged him into
the ‘saloon. They passed Jose in the
doorway. He scoffed at them.

“Say, the boss will fire you, Marta,
if yon waste all your time with that
Yankee,” he muttered,

Marta drew the red rose from the
bosom of her dress and placed it in
Cralg’s buttonhole. Then she led him
without a word to = seat.

“lIf these men try any tricks in
here,” she sald, “there’ll be trouble.”

Almost at that moment they all
three entered. Long Jim nodded to
Cralg in friendly fashion.

“It's all right, cookie,” he told them.
“Don't you look so scared. This is
just a bit of parleyvous business,
that's all.* 1

The professor held out a piece of
paper. He hended 1t over to Craig.

“Craig,” he anmounced, “this iz a
dispatch which I found in Allguez
with my letters. It is addressed to
you, but under the circumstances you
wlill scarcely wonder that I onen}h{d At

et

“You had better réid It

' Craig accepted the cable form and

read it through slowly to himself:
To John Cralg, Care Prof Lord Agh-

Youraister died today. Her daugh-
_tar Mary sails on Tuesday to join you
in New Ydrk. Please meet her.
| . COMPTON, Solicitor, London.
© Craig, sak for a moment as though

:’mua;*nem leaned over towards | :£%0:
8 ki LA % i "

“Are they trying to"take you on o

warrant?” ahe w!
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slde of the border. You're safe as
long a8 you lke to stay."

Craig nodded gratefully,

“All the same,” he said, I fear that I
must go."

The professor coughed,

“I am sure, Craig,” he deciared,
“that you have declided wisely.”

Cralg looked gloomily away,

*“There is nothing eclse for me to
do,”” he said. '"The child must be met
and lcoked after. Besides, T am sick
of it all. You may as well know the
truth." g

“Why not now?" Quest suggested,
softly,

“In New York,"” Cralg repiled, “and
not before.”

Quest and the professor exchanged
meaning glances,

“Very well,” the former decided,
turning away; “in a week from today,
Cralg, I shall expect you to report at
the professor's ‘house.”

They left the room together.
Jim lingered by Cralg's slde

“Those Buye h.pva been scaring you
some, I guess,’ he remarked. "For-
get 'em, cookle. They can't touch youn
here. Of course, if you go to New
York it's your own show.’

“I know that,” Cralg replied, gloom-
ly.

One of the girls passed her arm
through Long Jim's.
“Just one dance,” she whispered.
- ng out of the

Long

ders.. s

~'*I'm tired ‘of those’' guys’ he re-
marked to Cralg, with a grin. “Guess
I'll stay here for a bit.”

SO Aeras left.alone for a few min-

utes. enly Marta glided in and
sat by lde. Her eyes were flash-
!P-., T zer,

w what théy said, those
as they passed out?" she whis-
P Hfrséle’ . “I heard them.
ing to board the 8:30
row morning. The dark
and sald to the other:
ot on that, we'll wailt till we
Once we get him in New
r man'"
lamation of anzer broke
lips. The girl caught at

EE §§

't ¥4, she begged. “Don't go.
ard plenty of places near here
‘yoftlcan hide, where we could
' go togethés and live quite simply. I'd
work forfyou. Teke me away from
this, som@fhere over the hills., Don't
to Neéw Vork. They are cruel, thoso
= ere hunting you—I ean
Qibir facen.” .

#tok his head sadly.

B'L” he gaid, "I should lke

tiyou along that valley and
lla and forget that I had
in_ahy other world. But
. There's a child there
fhe' ocean, nearer to New
3 day, my sister’s own child
8 to meet her. And-—there
Rer things. I have sinned
M pay. .'. . My God!"
suddenly fang with Mar-
Through the open win-
ch théy were sitting. an
din'a serape had suddenly
r them. Cralg, in starting
must escaped the downward
@8 knife, which had buried
‘s arm.. She fell back,

: !" she crlad. “The brute!

ung to his feet, furlous.
sursing ‘flercely, drew his
‘momént the door of the
thrown open. Jose came
his serdpe over his ahoul-
ken grin on his face. He
pwards Ly
L beast!™ the girl called
| back, fainting.
e the mound of a revolver
pie reelad backwards and
ity across the sanded floor.
his emoking gun into this
ugh by the arm.
out of this,

3 ntly Josa
ar, for everyone seemed
to have them clear away.
u into the '

“Four Ribs Broken,” Pronounced the Professor.
for a Week."

window. Then he shrugged his shoul-

“She Carnnot Be Moved

little party, on their return, eagerly
Quest at once came and sat by he
glde.

“*Where's Laura,” he asked, “and the
Inspector ?"

She smiled and pointed to the ris
ing ground behind them. In the faint
moonlight two forms were just visi
ble. °

Quest smiled.

“French has got it bad” he de
clared, “almost as badly as I have
Lenora.”

She laughed at him. Her face war
a little drawn with pain, but her eyes
were very soft.

“1 wender if you have it very bad
Iy," she murmured,

He held her hand for & moment,

“I think you know," he smid,

“As they talked they heard the
coyotes barking in the listance. Pres
cntly Laura and the inspector ra
turned,

“Nice sort of a nurse I am,” the
former girumbled. "It's all the fault
of this man. He would keep me out
there talking rubbish.”

They sat round the opening before
Lenora's tent till the moon was high in
the heavens. Quest, who had been on
the outside of the circle for some little
time, suddenly rose to his feet and
crozsed over to the cook wagon. Long
Jim, who was sitting on the steps,
glanced up a little surlily.

“Who's Inside there?” Quest asked

Long Jim removed his pipe from his
teeth.

“That don't sound none too civil a
question for a guest,” he remarked,
“but if yon want to know, our new
Chinese cookie is there.”

Quest nodded.

“Sorry if 1 seemed abrupt,” he
apologized. “You've been very good
to us and I'm sure we are uncommon
ly obliged to you, Jim. The only rea-
son I asked the question was that 1
saw & face in the door there and it
gave me a start. For a moment 1
thought it was Cralg back again.”

“He's gone to New York, or going
tomorrow morning,” Jim replied. *1
don't think he's so powerfu! fond of
your company that he'd come round
here looking for it.” .

Quest strolled off again and glanced
at his watch as he rejoined the little
group.

“Well,” he said, “I think we'll turn
‘n, Seven o'clock tomorrow morning,
inspector, Jim's sending one of the
boys with us and we shall catch the
Eastern Limited at the junction.”

“This open-air life makes me sleepy,"”
he confessed.

“To bed, all of us,” Quest concluded,
turning sway.

CHAPTER XXX,

Quest awoke the next morning,
streiched out his hand and glanced at
the watch by the side of tho bed. It
was barely six o'clock. He turned over
and dozed again, looked again at half-
past six, and finally, at a few minutes
to seven, rose and made a hasty
tollet. Then, in the act of placing his
watch in his waistcost pocket, he gave
a sudden start. By its side, half cov-
ered by the handkerchief which he had
thrown upon the little table, stood a
small black box! For a moment he
was motionlegs. Then he stretched otit
his hand, removed the lid and drew
out the usual neatly folded plece of
naper: : f

Even time fights you. It loses that
you may lose~The Hands.

Quest for a moment was puzzled.
Then he hurried into the next tent,
where the professar was sleeping
peacefolly.

“Say, professor, whe!'s the time by
your watch?" Quest asked, shaking
him gently. U

The professor sat up and drew his
chronometer from under his pillow. .

“Beven o'¢clock,” he replied; “five
minutes past, maybe.”

Quest nodded. . :

““That seems all right,” he declared.
“I'l explain Inter, professor.”

He hurried out into French's tent
and found the inspector just drawing
on his shoes. R

“French, what's the time?" he de-

mdn’ - ¥ -: - % [

“Three minutes’
thereabouts,” French replied,

an hour ought to do ft, the boys guy.

They walked outside to the camp |
where the cowboys were ﬁruuh.lm,wI
their breakfast.

“Say, boss,"” ~ne of them called out
*you're not reaking that 8:30 train te
‘New York?"
~ “Why not?" Quest asked, quickly, |
“It's only three-quarters of an hour's|
ride, I8 it?" |

“Maybe not,” the other replied. “but |
as It's elght now, your chances nln’il
looking lively. Kind of overslept, |
'haven't you?"

Both men glaneed once more at|
their watches, Then Quest thrust his!
back with a iittle oath.

. “Our watches have Been set back!"
he exclaimed. “The Hands again!"

For a moment they leoked at one
'another, dumfounded. Then Quest
moved towards the corral.

“Bay, i8 there any quicker way to
‘the depot?” he Inquired of the cow-
‘boye,

They heard his question indiffer
‘ently,

“Fifty dollarg,"” Quest continued, “to
anyone who ean take me by a quicker
route."

One of them rose elowly to his feet.

“Waal," he observed, “fifty dollars

‘would come fn kind of hanay. Yes,
‘I reckon I can cut off a mile or two for
you."
i “Fitty dollars for you, then,” Guesi
,replied, as they hurried towards the
horges, “and an extra ten if we make
the train.

They galloped off into the distance.
The cowboys finished their breakfast
and went off to their work. Laura
istole out from her tent and started ofl
in rather n shamefaced manner for a
walk., Presently Lenora opened her
eyes, The, topo, stretched out her
hand {or "« watch., Suddenly she
8at up in bed v ith a little exclamation.
On the table by her side was a small
black box. She took off the lld with
trembling flngers, drew out a scrap
of paper and rend,

Fools! Tongues of flame will cross
Quest's path, He will never reach the
depot alive.

Lenora glanced at Laura's empty
bed. Then she staggered to the open-
ing of the tent.

“Laura!" ghe cried.

There was no one there. The cow-
boys had all gone to their work, Laura
had pasged out of sight across the
ridge in the distance. Lenocra stag-
gered to the cook wagon, where the
Chinese cook was sitting cleaning
plates,

“Listen!” she cried. “They are in
danger, the three men who have gone
off to the depot!
them, I will give you a hundred dol-
lars. Glve them this,” she added,
holding out the scrap of paper.

The Chinaman shook his head, He
glanced at the slip of paper indiffer-
ently and went on with his work.

*No can ride, missee,” he sald.

Lenora looked around helplesaly.
The camp was empty. She staggered
across towards her own horse.

“Come and help me,” she ordered. ,

The Chinaman came unwillingly.
They found her saddle, but he corzly
gazed at it in & stolid sort of fashion.

“No can fix,” he sald. “Missee no
can ride. Better go back bed.”

Lenora pushed him on one side.
With a great effort gshe managed to
reach her place in the saddle. Then
she turned and, with her fzce to the
depot, gelloped away. The paln was
excruciating. Bhe could only keep
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“Iln a Week From Todey | Shall Ex-
pect You to Report at the Profes-
sor’s House.”

herself In the saddle with an effort,
Yet all the time that one sentence was
ringing in her head—"'Tongues of
flame!™ She kept looking around anx-
fously. Suddenly the road dropped
from a little decline. She was con-
sclous:-of & wave of heat. In the dis.
tance she could see the gmoke rolling
across the opin, She touched her
horge with the quirt. The spot which
she must pass to keep on the track to
the depot was scarcely a hundred
yards ahead, but already the fire
seemed to be running like quicksilver
across the ground, licking up the dry
greasewood with indeed a flaming
tongue. She glanced once behind,
warned by the heat - The fire was
closing In upon her. A puil of smoke
suddenly enveloped her. Bhe coughed.
Her head bogan to swim and a fit of
giddiness assalled her. She rocked
in her saddle and the pony caume to a

sudden standstill, faced by the mass of |

rolling smoke sud flame, :
“Sanford!”  Lenora crled. “Bave
e A AR
Ths pohy. reared. ' She slipped from

the saddle and fell across the track.

If you'll ride after |}
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